THE STATE OF THE PARTY IN TAMIL NADU       115
Communist ranks. His intrepid actions in the political field, his
eloquence as a public speaker, and his record of sacrifices were the
themes of many a story that I had heard from my friends. The
Annamalai University had given many fine comrades [like Balan]
to the Communist Party. At one time most of those who were
regarded "communist intellectuals" were men who had come to
the party by way of Annamalai University.
Even before my first meeting with Baladandayutham, I had heard
many stories about him. It was an enjoyable pastime for me to get
together with a comrade or two and talk about the heroic adventures
of Baladandayutham. During 1947-48, when I was being raised as
the "pet boy" of the Communist Party, some comrades told me a
great deal about him. He was then engaged in party work in Tiru-
nalveli district.
Once while he was on a visit to Madras I met him for the first time
at the White House where the commune of the provincial committee
of the party was located. I sensed a certain "uniqueness" in him
that set him apart from other comrades. He too treated me with
consideration and affection. I read to him a story I had written. I
was then 13-years-old.
I used to nag the comrades in the commune with my offers to
read to them stories that I had written. "Go away----Go and read
somewhere!" they used to say, trying to brush me off. It had been
my perpetual experience to be slighted in such fashion. When Balan
listened to my story patiently and with obvious enjoyment, I felt
as though a diamond crown had been placed on my head.
After that brief meeting, I met Balan again during the days
when he was in hiding. It was a time when his life was beset by many
storms. He and I were in the same agit-prop unit. In our several
meetings during that period and after his release from prison he
treated me with the same affection and regard. But now Balan had
become my own "reader." While in prison he had read regularly
stories of mine published in various journals. He took pride in the
development of the kid that he had known in bygone days into a
fine short story-writer. "Do you know who Jayakanthan is? Why?
He is our chima paiyanT [little fellow] he used to exclaim.
At the beginning it was the admiration that I felt towards him
which was the basis of our friendship. Later it developed into
one of mutual admiration. There was hardly a day when we did not
meet each other during that period. As far as I was concerned, party